116      THE WELL OF SAINT CLARE
me good service. Moreover, I have an agonizing pain in my right side and in the arm that holds the brush."
"My master/' said Apollonius pityingly, "you must have received some internal hurts, which is a very dangerous thing. At Constantinople, in the risings, I discovered how much more deadly such injuries are than mere external wounds. But never fear, I am going to charm away the mischief with spells."
" Not for worlds ! " put in the old man ; " that were a deadly sin. But come hither, all three, and do me the service, an you will, of rubbing me well in the worst places."
They did as he asked, and never left him till they had pretty well scarified every bit of skin off the old fellow's back and loins.
The good lads made it their first business to sow the story broadcast through the city. This they did to such good effect that there was not man, woman nor child in Florence could look Master Andrea Tafi in the face without bursting out laughing. Now one morning Buffalmacco was passing down the Corso, Messer Guido, the son of the Signor Cavalcanti, who was on his way to the marshes to shoot crane, stopped his horse, called the apprentice to him, and tossed him his purse with the words :